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MY LITTLE SON 

Your soul is winged as a winged boat, 

My little son. 
Straining so urgently to be afloat, 

Your course to run. 
Were I the mother that one reads about, 
I would be brave and sweet, no doubt, 
I would say "Go," and with a smile. 
But, Oh, I can't! Stay yet awhile. 

My little son. 

Courage and strength, may these be given me. 

My little son. 
To smiling stand, while you look back to me, 

A look, just one. 
Were I the heroine that I should be, 
I would not cry, "come back to me — " 
I gave you Life — ^Life's tearing us apart. 
But, Oh, my empty arms, my empty heart! 

My little son. 
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INCARNATE 

Into your tiny clothes, small babe of mine, 

I sew my heart with stitches fine and neat. 
And all my time, my thought, my very life, 

I lay in adoration at your feet. 
All of my girlhood's plans and hopes. 

My wistful dreams — so long idealized — 
Become so small, so vague, so far, 

I let them go at last, unrealized. 
To dream again! These later dreams 

Are all for you, your future and your fame. 
Your happiness and health; and far above 

My own, I place the honor of your name. 
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THE JOKER 

Dear little boy with golden hair, 
Often I see you standing there. 
Laughing aloud in childish glee 
At this great joke you've played on me. 

Sometimes you romp at hide and seek, 
Sometimes around his arm you peep. 
Laughing aloud, yet proud to see 
This great big man you've grown to be ! 
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MY DREAM CHILD 

She comes to me in dreams — that tiny child, 

And leads me far afield where wild 

And tangled flowers grow. We pluck them, bending low. 

And then together — ^hand in hand — we race 

The far white clouds: perhaps her little face 

To mine is pressed — a fleeting sweet caress. 

If dreams could only last! but when I wake, 
My arms are empty and my heart is desolate! 
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TO MY SON 
(Confidential) 

I am to punish you, small son of mine. 

Because you ran away, and all the time 

My heart is longing just to do it, too! 

It is a heritage I gave to you. 

That urge to wander to another clime. 

But I must punish you, small son of mine. 

Yet just as you rebel, you tiny boy, 

And try to break the bonds that would destroy 

The soul of us, just so within my heart 

I stifle back regret, as your eyes smart 

With unshed tears. You never would be one 

To cry. You are too proud, my little son. 

So in our minds we'll wander, you and I, 

The different paths that lie beneath God's sky ; 

And hand in hand, together, we will face. 

The dangers that beset us in the race. 

But now, we must to business, it is time. 

That I should spank you well, small son of mine! 
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ALWAYS 

Always when evening shadows creep, 
I rock my baby off to sleep; 
And wonder who, in years to come, 
Will soothe his rest, as I have done. 
Always when evening shadows creep, 
I rock my baby off to sleep. 

Always when morning gilds the skies, 
I waken to my baby's wakening cry, 
And as I hasten through each task 
This is the thing I always ask — 
May I, when morning gilds the sky. 
Be here to waken at my baby's cry. 

So when the evening of my life is come. 
Always remember this, my little son, 
No matter where my body lies. 
My soul still sings your lullabies. 
Always when evening shadows creep 
I rock my baby off to sleep. 
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TO THOSE WHO BID US LOVE THE HUN! 

Clean, big-limbed and joyous — I was a woman 
Who would till the soil, and nurse her babe. 
Amidst the earthen scent. Put on the pot 
And watch it simmer for the evening meal. 
Shared by the one who homeward came 
Whistling, contented, in the twilight hours. 
Now at the twilight hour I sit and wait. 
Wondering whose is the child that sucks my breast? 
And who is coming for this even's meal 
With jeering smile — and furtive, creeping step. 
I do not know, I do not understand your only word. 
I want my man, my babe, my home — not "kulter!" 
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ENFIN! 

Helas, Andre, Hclas! There was our home, 
That crumbling heap of wood and stone. 
There was the hearth by which we sat. 
This broken tile, do you remember that? 
Helas, Andre, Helas! 

Voici! Andre — Voici! this shattered bit — 
My baby's cradle — that was it. 
All that is left! (Mon Dieu, I pray 
That I may die before another day.) 
You, too, Andre, you, too! 

Enfin! Andre, Enfin! The good God give 

That child of mine shall never live 

To suifer as I sufiFer, now. 

Nothing is left — not even marriage vow. 

C'est tout! Andre, c'est tout! 

Si — Si — Andre — Si — Si! I understand! 

For France we live — our native land 

And for her sake, we gave our all. 

(Le bon Dieu grant that soon we hear His call.) 

Je viens! Andre, Je vicns! 
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TAPS 

Day is done. Night is come. 

We are worn, we are sad and alone. 

Let us sleep, let us rest, in the Lord. 
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PEACE? 

They prate of peace — yet look 
Just yonder — there — that was my home 
That crumbling heap of wood and stone, 
And yet they prate of peace ! 

They prate of peace — and yet 
Here is my child — a mumbling idiot. 
My mother's cries — Oh, God! I can't forget! 
And still they prate of peace! 

They prate of peace and say 
They will indemnify — rebuild my home! 
An empty husk for still an emptier life. 
How can they prate of peace! 

Where is there peace for such as I? 
Why do I linger — I — who long to die? 
I stay to see the world made safe, to hear 
Their dying cry — before we prate of peace! 
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FAME 

I stand where countless others once have stood, 
To watch their shallow footsteps fade away, 
To wonder how, and where, and when, they could 
Have made those footprints lasting for a day. 
Endless they come, and endlessly they go. 
The fame of yesterday is jest today. 
Shallow or deep, the passing tides of time. 
Tomorrow will have smoothed them quite away. 
The proudest peacock of the human race 
Must lose his gorgeous plumage. This — and yet 
We prate of immortality; and face 
A world that laughs in order to forget! 
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AUTUMN 

Leaves fall, and God's wind blows them 

Here and there. 

And in their falling, they are many colored. 

Bright and fair. 

But in how short a time their colors fade 

From gay to grey ! 

So in our passing youth, we humans 

Fade away. 

But as the leaves give richness to the earth 

Throughout the years, 

So may we give to others through 

Our smiles and tears. 

And in the autumn when we reach 

Our journey's end. 

May there be many who shall say, 

"He was my friend." 
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BEYOND 

Harken ! harken ! You who arc dear to me, 

I would not have you think of me with tears. 
I am content, my only grief could be 
That you have painted grey, my memory. 

I left it bright and joyous in your care. 

Ah ! keep it so, and let there never be 
The faintest shadow darkening its fair. 
That were the only thing I could not bear. 
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MEMORY 

Give me a year of my youth, Oh! Time! 

Of the youth that you stole away. 

Or if a year is too much to ask. 

Give me a week or a day! 

As I look back on my life, Oh! Time! 

I see from my broken years. 

How I might have swerved from the way I chose 

And saved the regrets — and the tears. 

But, now, at the turn of the road I stand, 

Where the river weds with the sea. 

And all that is left of my life. Oh! Time! 

Are my fading footsteps and — memory. 
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THE PLOWMAN 

I count the furrows in their writhing wake, 

As I plow, as I plow. 
The brown earth crumbles, twisting like a snake, 

As I plow, as I plow. 
The harness clamours as my horses plod. 
My one ambition is to turn the sod. 

So I plow, so I plow. 

I watch the earth-worm in his shattered hole 

As I plow, as I plow. 
My way is death to field mouse and to mole. 

As I plow, as I plow. 
The harness clamours as my horses plod. 
My one ambition is to turn the sod, 

So I plow, so I plow. 

I smell the homely smell of fresh-cut ground 

As I plow, as I plow. 
I have no joy, in either sight or sound. 

As I plow, as I plow. 
The harness clamours as my horses plod. 
My one ambition is to turn the sod. 

So I plow, so I plow. 
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LONELINESS 

I stand the days — they somehow pass. 

In concentration on each task. 

But — Oh, my dear, my dear, I cannot face 

The endless evenings — and your empty place. 

I try to read, but on my heart. 

The stillness settles and I start 

My weary wonderings. Where is your soul. 

And why did God demand of me such toll? 

Up on the hills, where winds blow free 
Out into space and to eternity. 
My soul seeks yours, but seeks it all in vain, 
You still are gone, the while I still remain. 
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PSYCHE'S BUTTERFLY 

Love passed on his way with a song and a smile 
Till he spied him a rosebud and stopped for awhile. 
And bending his head, he merrily said, 
"Thou art sweet, wert thou maiden — we surely would 
wed." 

And the rosebud sighed and deep in her heart 
She treasured his words and they would not depart 
And the wind of lU-Will, who was loitering near, 
Bent cunningly low and spoke in her ear. 

"List thou well, foolish rose, and I'll tell thee the way. 
To become a sweet maid. Wilt thou hear what I say? 
To give up thy soul, it is not a hard task. 
And the soul of a rose — it is not much to ask!" 

The rosebud pondered and nodded her head 

And she dreamed a sweet dream of the time she would wed. 

And loud to himself laughed the wind of Ill-Will 

While the rosebud her loud-beating heart could not still. 
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Love passed on his way with a song and a smile 
Till he spied a sweet maid and stopped for awhile. 
And bending his head — with wings at rest — 
Her lips with his own he tenderly pressed. 

But he never saw from her warm, soft heart. 
Her soul, on its butterfly wings depart. 
Love laughed and said with a careless smile, 
"Sweet maid, if I could I would tarry awhile." 

Love passed on his way with a smile and a song, 
And he never dreamed, as he sped along 
That the soul of a rose had forever fled 
And the warm, sweet maid he had left, was dead. 
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LAUGHTER 

They tell us — "smile," and yet 

Where would the sweetness of our smiling be. 

Were there not tears as well for you and me, 

Sorrow and hope our smiles beget. 

Laughter is sweet — and still 

Never would our unleavened laughter hold 

So much of deeper meaning were we cold 

To grief and knew no care nor ill. 

"Life is a joke," they say, 

And yet, deep in the heart of every jest. 

Lie hidden tears to give it added zest, 

These for our laughter, we must pay. 
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RAIN, WIND, AND SUN, 

Wash me clean of the city's soot 

Rain that is falling fast. 
For I am smirched with the taint of town 
And would sell my soul for a tarnished crown. 
(The price of them is going down) 

Rain that is falling fast. 

Brush me clean from the city's dust, 

Wind that is blowing free. 
From the false ideal and the change it works. 
From the tawdriness shake thou my skirts, 
(For it is the petty thing that hurts, ) 

Wind that is blowing free. 

Shine on me with your brightest ray, 
Oh! sun — that rides the sky. 

Make me see what it means to me. 

To be myself and myself be free, 

(For that is what God meant to be,) 
Oh! sun — that rides the sky. 
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DREAMS 

From the wood of thoughts I wandered far 

Into the field of dreams, 

Where shadows fall from cloudless skies, 

And the river of Lethe gleams. 

Close by my feet, like drops of blood. 

The poppies of fancy grew. 

So I stooped and plucked with careless hand. 

And straightway dreamed — of you. 

The dreams that I dreamed were sweet, my dear. 
As they sprang from the heart of red! 
But when with a shivering cry I woke. 
The poppy I held was — dead! 
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INDIAN SPRING 

Wake, my beloved! underneath the snow 

Arbutus creeps, its fragrance shut within. 
Winter is wailing loud her requiem, and — lo! 

The pendant ice, abloom, is withering. 
Wake, my beloved ! Deep within my heart. 

Ice-bound by hardship, I can feel the spring. 
Break thou the wall that holds so far apart 

The twain of us, for it is love I bring. 
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DAY-DREAMS 

Oh, hie ye back to days of old, 
Those long, long summer days, 
With mystery's clue in heaven's blue. 
And romance in its haze. 

Take time to sit and dream again, 
Those happy, wistful dreams, 
Patter of rain on the window pane 
And then the sun, abeam! 

Oh, hie ye back to love that's true. 
And faith that knows no ill. 
Begin anew, God's chance for you. 
And you'll be happy still. 
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CARRION CROWS 

They're carrion crows, carrion crows, 

And they're watching the dancing, standing in rows. 

Birds of a feather, they whisper together, 

Their coat-tails aflutter at scandal they utter, 

And where they all come from, the Lord only knows, 

But they stand in the stag line, carrion crows ! 

They've lean, hungry faces, those carrion crows, 
And the poor, pretty debutante, little she knows. 
That sums in addition doom her to perdition. 
If Dad's not a Wall-power, she'll be a wall-flower. 
They don't want a wife, they just want her dough. 
That's what he's after — the carrion crow! 

They're carrion crows, carrion crows. 
And where they all came from the Lord only knows. 
They're standing and leering, in black and white clothes, 
Three deep in the stag line — carrion crows! 
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SONG OF THE STRIKER'S WIFE 

They call this "Land of Liberty" 

And all dat sort o' thing, 
I do not see this liberty 

And freedom what he bring. 
We got a boss, he union man, 

He tell us what to do; 
We work just when he say we can. 

We gotta mind him, too. 
No matter is our children sick. 

Nor hungry is, nor cold, 
We cannot work or we is "scab" 

An' dat's what we is told. 
So when they talk o' liberty 

An' all dat sort o' thing, 
I only think — "Dat union man, 

He bossier'n a King!" 
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